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both of men and things, and that, too, in very different
climes and countries.

The camp in the Apennines was not favourable to useless
reverie. Lothair found unceasing and deeply interesting
occupation in his numerous and novel duties, and if his
thoughts for a moment wandered beyond the barren peaks
around him, they were attracted and engrossed by one sub-
ject, and that was, naturally, Theodora. From her they
had heard nothing since her departure, except a mysterious
though not discouraging telegram which was given to
them by Colonel Campian when he had joined them at
Florence. It was difficult not to feel anxious about her,
though the General would never admit the possibility of
her personal danger.

In this state of affairs, a week having elapsed since hifl
arrival at the camp, Lothair, who had been visiting the
outposts, was summoned one morning by an orderly to the
tent of the General. That personage was on his legs when
Lothair entered it, and was dictating to an officer writing
at a table.

'You ought to know my military secretary/ said the
General as Lothair entered, * and therefore I will introduce
you.'

Lothair was commencing a suitable reverence of recog-
nition as the secretary raised his head to receive it, when
he suddenly stopped, changed colour, and for a moment
seemed to lose himself, and then murmured, * Is it possible?'

It was indeed Theodora: clothed in male attire she
seemed a stripling.

* Quite possible,' she said, i and all is well. But I found
it a longer business than I had counted on. You see, there
are so many new persons who knew me only by tradition,
but with whom it was necessary I should personally confer.
And I had more difficulty, just now, in getting through
[Florence than I had anticipated. The Papalini and the